The Imagists and their Bequest
masters. But he is fairly suffused with the Browningesque. He
has the same talent for the conversational style in poetry,
sharpened considerably by his study of Laforgue, Corbiere,
and Tailhade. He has the same delight in recovering and re-
working
pure crude fact
Secreted from man's life when hearts beat hard.
And brains, high-blooded, ticked two centuries since.
Two centuries and more, for it is less renaissance Italy than
mediaeval France that rides and sings and climbs fighting
through his poetry. But if the period changes, if the approach
alters somewhat, the essential interest remains the same. At
twenty. Pound was employing his Wanderjahre tramping up
and down the roads of Spain, Italy, and Southern France. The
life that once filled the mediaeval countryside, the game of
mating, fighting, 'barter, lands and houses, Provenge knew',
crowds his Cantos only to a lesser degree than it does his early
lyrics. He has always been at war with those whose idea of the
tradition is confined to less than half a dozen centuries and one
continent, but his own work is built upon a corner-stone of
mediaeval story. One wonders whether his enthusiasm for
Fasdsmo may not be in part an outgrowth of his overweening
sense of the past. He might nod to "Whitman briefly, but from
the beginning of his self-imposed exile he has been more aware
of Europe and Asia than of the land he left behind him. He
has never been a democrat. It is not that he loves the common
man less, but that he hates the mob more. His close contact
with Yeats must have fostered his aristocratic temper. It
opened to him, too, the world of Celtic legend and Celtic
melody, and, for a little space,
the subtler music, the clear light
Where time burns back about th* eternal embers
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